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FAREWELL TO CANTON

I LEFT Canton, two chapters ago, settling down to war. The
city remained much the same, outwardly, from the first
month of war until a few days before its fall. There were
recurrent periods of ferocious bombing, when death tore
through the city and the stream of refugees dashed to and fro
like ants when their nest is disturbed. There were longer
periods in between, when the daily sirens meant only remote
raids on the railways, which did not worry us very much, and
business was very much " as usual". Only the dollar was
falling slowly, slowly, and the cost of living gradually rose.
Meanwhile the war was moving on. Chiang sacrificed almost
the whole of his small first-rate army in Shanghai. The men
fought with unbelievable bravery and fell almost to a man ;
after they had held out so unexpectedly long, the rapid Japanese
advance to, and beyond, Nanking was a bitter disappointment.
The hideous details of the rape of Nanking trickled through
slowly, horrifying us all less than they might have if we had
heard the full truth at one blow. Madame Chiang was put in
charge of the Chinese Air Force, which fought bravely but only
for a moment with its slender resources. Later, re-formed with
limited American and British help, it spasmodically did good
work, as in a big air battle one day over Hankow. Over
Canton it made few appearances, A brave Englishman put
together about thirty Gladiators from England on Canton
aerodrome, in the face of almost daily bombings by the
Japanese, and his spectacular test flights over the city did all
our hearts good. The Chinese all thought it was a Chinese
pilot, and applauded loudly. One day, helped by a lucky shot
among the bombs, a flight of Gladiators shot down all of six
Japanese bombers over the North river. This was the excep-
tion, however, and day after day we saw the bombers drone
over, drop their bombs when they felt like it, and turn back
for their base, seldom having been even inconvenienced by the
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